So as the influence of those stars may be

Imprison*d in a herb, or charm, or tree,

And do by touch all which those stars could do ?

The art is lost, and correspondence too;

For heav'n gives little, and the earth takes less,

And man least knows their trade and purposes.

If this commerce 5twixt heav'n and earth were not

Embarr'd, and all this traffic quite forgot,

She, for whose loss we have lamented thus,

Would work more fully and pow'rfully on us;

Since herbs and roots by dying lose not all,

But they, yea, ashes too, are med'cinal,

Death could not quench her virtue so, but that

It would be (if not followed) wonderM at,

And all the world would be one dying swan,

To sing her Funeral praise, and vanish then.

But as some serpent's poison hurteth not,

Except it be from the live serpent shot,

So doth her virtue need her here, to fit

That unto us, she working more than it.

But she, in whom to such maturity

Virtue was grown past growth, that it must die;

Shea from whose influence all impression came,

But by receiver's impoteneies lame;